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Distance 
by smwrites 


Summary 


Beyond her reach. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Cerik goes missing. 


It isn’t something that she hears from his friends or family and it isn’t announced on the news 
either. 


In fact, no one suspects anything about it. 
But her intuition tingles and a woman’s intuition is seldom wrong. 


A strange restlessness grips her, and though she knows he can take care of himself, she could 
not help but ask around for him. 


“Oh, Aldebrandt? He’s on a mission at the demon kingdom” the Guildmaster of Folstina 
answers. “What, seeking people to join your party? Planning to defeat the Demon Queen 
once again?” he asks, grinning. He’s a friendly man, and had a soft spot for zealous student 
adventurers. It was thanks to him that Malori isn’t banned from the guild despite her blithe 
disregard for rules & occasional misconducts. 


“Tt’s nothing like that” Malori smiles, a little abashed— cringing on the inside when she 
recalls her rather enthusiastic proclamations of defeating Velverosa. 


“I needed him for a project— but I guess he’s busy. Thanks anyway.” 


Then there’s nothing she can do but wait for him to return, she contemplates. It’s not like 
she’s going back to the tower or demon kingdom anytime soon after her humiliating 
rejection. 


Or that’s what she had planned, but reality derails them. Being tacit defies her nature and 
Malori is not the type of person that sat around waiting for something if she could do it 
herself. Wandering mind fixates upon the one thing bothering her and her attempts to ignore 
the nagging feeling go down the drain. 


x 
It’s evening when she barges into the demon tower. 


She doesn’t bother going up the stairs and instead heads straight towards the dungeons, 
ignoring all the demons she meets on the way. 


“Cerik! Are you there?” she shouts into the dimly lit corridors. 

“You won’t find him here.” 

Fenn emerges from one of the turns and locks her gaze with Malori. She can't ignore this one. 
“General Fenn.” 


“Velverosa is interrogating him on the 60" floor.” 


That is Fhaust’s floor. The tower’s resident scientist and the fourth general. 
“Thank you” Malori replies and turns back to make her way up the tower. 


She prays he hadn’t spilled about his ‘Lamias in stockings’ fetish and Fenn wonders how 
Malori knew that she’d find him at the tower. 


x 
Velverosa cannot believe that her plan worked, and flawlessly at that. 


She's had instructed her underlings to keep a watch for Malori or anything remotely related to 
her. The brat hasn’t shown up for three months and the Demon Queen finds herself growing 
anxious— not that she’d ever admit it. 


And though she has claimed that Malori was nothing more than an annoyance, it is lonely 
without her and she finds herself missing the brunette. (She’ll never admit this either.) 


Her prolonged absence has spurred her into taking some action, if not for results, then at least 
to quell the gnawing feeling in her heart. 


She ends up resorting to interrogate the human that Fenn had dragged in, claiming that he 
was suspicious. Although she sees no merit in kidnapping a human, she recalls that the boy 
was one of Malori’s party members during their previous encounter. 


A potential lead. But she definitely hasn’t been expecting results this soon. 
“Cerik!” Malori kicks the door open. 
“Malori Crowett.” 


It is Velverosa who answers, instead of her friend. Said friend is trapped in a giant glass 
cylinder, stripped of his gear, looking every bit of a lab rat. But it isn’t his condition but the 
dulcet tones that address her that causes Malori’s heart to burn. 


And yet relief washes over her at seeing her arch nemesis. (Someone whom she teves loved.) 
“Why’d you take him prisoner?!” the mage exclaims. “Release him!” 


It is strange, Velverosa observes, the brat had not bothered with his well being the last time 
they had fought. And this time, Malori does not even act up on her tendency to proclaim her 
love for her. 


“So, you came to rescue him. And here I was thinking you had come to challenge me for my 
affections again, as you usually do.” 


Malori stays calm, unruffled at her deliberate words to provoke her. 


“T never wanted to fight in the first place, you know. But you don’t have to worry about that 
anymore- your affections are yours to bestow, Queen Velverosa” she says. “I just want my 


friend back.” 

That answer should have made Velverosa happy, but it doesn’t. Instead, she’s angry. 
And her anger turns their world black. 

“Then take him!” 

She shoots an enormous fireball towards the human. 

“Tcewall!” Malori casts the spell to defend herself. 


The energies collide in a bright flash, steam hissing off to surround them. Malori takes 
advantage of the reduced visibility to break Cerik’s container. 


“T thought you wouldn’t come” he huffs, finally glad that his voice breached the confines of 
the thick glass walls. 


“Wow. Ungrateful much?” she hands him a mana potion to get him back on track. 


“You are not getting away that easily!” Vel roars behind their backs as she spews draconic 
flames towards the duo. 


Malori grasps Cerik’s hand and simply activates a crystal that she releases from her 
inventory. 


A flash— and they find themselves in some desolate alleyway of Folstina capital. It is night 
time and everything is quiet. 


“You can teleport?!” 


“No, that’s what the crystal was for” Malori unlatches her cloak and hands it over to Cerik to 
cover his naked upper body. 


“Where did you even find it?” 

“My master.” 

Cerik finishes wearing the cloak, although it is a bit small on him. 
“Malori?” he asks. 

“Hmm?” 

“Are you okay?” 


She isn’t. He knows. And she knows too. Malori pauses for a second, mulling over 
something. 


“T will be.” 


He gives her a friendly pat on the back, pushing her forward gently. 


“Come on, let’s go home.” 


End Notes 


Included a headcanon about the guild. Final part of the series. 
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